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Disraeli to Mrs. Edward Lytton Bulwer.

"It is odd that my electioneering struggle should ter-
minate in being M.P. for Maidstone. We are the children
of the gods, and are never more the slaves of circumstances
than when we deem ourselves their masters. What may
next happen in the dazzling farce of life the Fates only
know."

D'Qrsay to Disraeli.

"You will not make love! You will not intrigue! You
have your seat; do not risk anything! If you meet with a
widow, then marry!"

At Bradenham he spent the three months that passed
between the election and the meeting of Parliament; he felt
the need of meditating on the past and preparing himself for
the future. Alone, or sometimes with Sarah, he took long
walks through that delightful countryside. The season was
mild and sunny, the air perfumed with flowers, humming
with the murmur of bees, quickened by the fluttering of
white butterflies. Often, after long following of some nar-
row winding footpath, he would suddenly see before him a
wide stretch of turf in the sunlight, a group of cedars, an
old manor-house covered with ivy or Virginia creeper. It
was for such sights that he admired England as he did. In
each of those houses there was some sturdy ruddy-cheeked
gentleman, a clear-eyed son, handsome daughters, mysterious
and virginal. There lay the springs whence London drew its
strength; thence came the men who upheld the Empire for
its Queen. It was this grandeur and this beauty in one that
would have to be understood if he was to be worthy to
govern this country, and Benjamin Disraeli, wandering
amidst the trees and flowers, reflected that, perhaps because
he belonged to an older and more harassed race, he loved